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of Parsifal this season was, from the purely musical point of
view, as far as the principal singers were concerned, simply an
abomination. The bass howled, the tenor bawled, the baritone
sang flat, and the soprano, when she condescended to sing at all,
and did not merely shout her words, screamed, except in the one
unscreamable song of Herzeleide's death, in which she subsided
into commonplaceness.

The bass, who was rather flustered, perhaps from nervousness,
was especially brutal in his treatment of die music of Gurnemanz;
and it struck me that if he had been a trombone-player in the
band, instead of a singer, the conductor, Levi of Munich, would
have remonstrated. Indeed, I presently heard a trombone-player,
who was helping with the fanfares outside the theatre between
die acts, pulled up by the sub-conductor for being "a little too
strong." Accordingly, having the opportunity of exchanging a
few words with Levi afterwards, I expressed my opinion about
the bass in question. Levi appeared surprised, and, declaring that
the singer had the best bass voice in Germany, challenged me to
find him anyone who would sing the part better, to which I could
only respond with sufficient emphasis by offering to sing it
better myself, upon which he gave me up as a lunatic.

It had to be explained to him that I was accustomed to the
"smooth" singing popular in England. That settled the question
for the Bayreuth conductor. Good singing there is merely "glatt,"
obviously an effeminate, silly, superficial quality, unsuited to the
utterances of primeval heroes. The notion that this particular
sort of smoothness is one of the consequences of aiming at
beauty of tone and singing in tune is apparently as strange in
Germany as the notion that it is more truly virile to sing like a
man than like a bullock.

If I had passed the whole season listening to Alvary, Klafsky,
and Wiegand at Drury Lane, no doubt I should not have noticed
any great deficiency in Grengg or Rosa Sucher, Even as it was,
after the first three performances my ear became so corrupted
that the second performance of Parsifal did not infuriate me
as the first one did. I had become accustomed to second-rate
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